My Last Duchess – by Robert Browning
That's my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as if she were alive. I call
That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf's hands
Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said
"Frà Pandolf" by design, for never read
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance,
But to myselfthey turned (since none puts by
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)                      10
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,
How such a glance came there; so, not the first
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not
Her husband's presence only, called that spot
Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps
Frà Pandolf chanced to say "Her mantle laps
Over my Lady's wrist too much," or "Paint
Must never hope to reproduce the faint
Half-flush that dies along her throat": such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough               20
For calling up that spot of joy. She had
A heart — how shall I say? — too soon made glad,
Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.
Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast,
The dropping of the daylight in the West,
The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule
She rode with round the terrace — all and each
Would draw from her alike the approving speech,          30
Or blush, at least. She thanked men, — good! but thanked
Somehow — I know not how — as if she ranked
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name
With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill
In speech — (which I have not) — to make your will
Quite clear to such an one, and say, "Just this
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,
Or there exceed the mark" — and if she let
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set                              40
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,
--E'en then would be some stooping, and I choose
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands
As if alive. Will't please you rise? We'll meet
The company below, then. I repeat, 
The Count your master's known munificence
Is ample warrant that no just pretence                                50
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;
Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed
At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me! 

Notes

1. The poem as originally published was entitled "I. Italy," the companion piece to "II. France" (later entitled "Count Gismond") under the general title "Italy and France." The dramatic monologue is a byproduct of Browning's research for Sordello, during which he read about Alfonso II d'Este, fifth Duke of Ferrara (1533-1597; ruled 1559-1597), the patron of the writer Tasso.

2. The place is the ducal palace in the Italian city-state of Ferrara; the time is the Renaissance.
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	Porphyria's Lover

	  


	THE rain set early in to-night,
	 

	  The sullen wind was soon awake,
	 

	It tore the elm-tops down for spite,
	 

	  And did its worst to vex the lake:
	 

	  I listen'd with heart fit to break.
	         5

	When glided in Porphyria; straight
	 

	  She shut the cold out and the storm,
	 

	And kneel'd and made the cheerless grate
	 

	  Blaze up, and all the cottage warm;
	 

	  Which done, she rose, and from her form
	  10

	Withdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,
	 

	  And laid her soil'd gloves by, untied
	 

	Her hat and let the damp hair fall,
	 

	  And, last, she sat down by my side
	 

	  And call'd me. When no voice replied,
	  15

	She put my arm about her waist,
	 

	  And made her smooth white shoulder bare,
	 

	And all her yellow hair displaced,
	 

	  And, stooping, made my cheek lie there,
	 

	  And spread, o'er all, her yellow hair,
	  20

	Murmuring how she loved me—she
	 

	  Too weak, for all her heart's endeavour,
	 

	To set its struggling passion free
	 

	  From pride, and vainer ties dissever,
	 

	  And give herself to me for ever.
	  25

	But passion sometimes would prevail,
	 

	  Nor could to-night's gay feast restrain
	 

	A sudden thought of one so pale
	 

	  For love of her, and all in vain:
	 

	  So, she was come through wind and rain.
	  30

	Be sure I look'd up at her eyes
	 

	  Happy and proud; at last I knew
	 

	Porphyria worshipp'd me; surprise
	 

	  Made my heart swell, and still it grew
	 

	  While I debated what to do.
	  35

	That moment she was mine, mine, fair,
	 

	  Perfectly pure and good: I found
	 

	A thing to do, and all her hair
	 

	  In one long yellow string I wound
	 

	  Three times her little throat around,
	  40

	And strangled her. No pain felt she;
	 

	  I am quite sure she felt no pain.
	 

	As a shut bud that holds a bee,
	 

	  I warily oped her lids: again
	 

	  Laugh'd the blue eyes without a stain.
	  45

	And I untighten'd next the tress
	 

	  About her neck; her cheek once more
	 

	Blush'd bright beneath my burning kiss:
	 

	  I propp'd her head up as before,
	 

	  Only, this time my shoulder bore
	  50

	Her head, which droops upon it still:
	 

	  The smiling rosy little head,
	 

	So glad it has its utmost will,
	 

	  That all it scorn'd at once is fled,
	 

	  And I, its love, am gain'd instead!
	  55

	Porphyria's love: she guess'd not how
	 

	  Her darling one wish would be heard.
	 

	And thus we sit together now,
	 

	  And all night long we have not stirr'd,
	 

	  And yet God has not said a word!
	  60


	 


	Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 1772–1834

	  

	550. Kubla Khan

	  


	  IN Xanadu did Kubla Khan
	 

	    A stately pleasure-dome decree:
	 

	  Where Alph, the sacred river, ran
	 

	  Through caverns measureless to man
	 

	    Down to a sunless sea.
	         5

	  So twice five miles of fertile ground
	 

	  With walls and towers were girdled round:
	 

	And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills
	 

	Where blossom'd many an incense-bearing tree;
	 

	And here were forests ancient as the hills,
	  10

	Enfolding sunny spots of greenery.
	 

	 
	

	But O, that deep romantic chasm which slanted
	 

	Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!
	 

	A savage place! as holy and enchanted
	 

	As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted
	  15

	By woman wailing for her demon-lover!
	 

	And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,
	 

	As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,
	 

	A mighty fountain momently was forced;
	 

	Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst
	  20

	Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,
	 

	Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail:
	 

	And 'mid these dancing rocks at once and ever
	 

	It flung up momently the sacred river.
	 

	Five miles meandering with a mazy motion
	  25

	Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,
	 

	Then reach'd the caverns measureless to man,
	 

	And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean:
	 

	And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far
	 

	Ancestral voices prophesying war!
	  30

	 
	

	  The shadow of the dome of pleasure
	 

	    Floated midway on the waves;
	 

	  Where was heard the mingled measure
	 

	    From the fountain and the caves.
	 

	It was a miracle of rare device,
	  35

	A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!
	 

	 
	

	  A damsel with a dulcimer
	 

	    In a vision once I saw:
	 

	  It was an Abyssinian maid,
	 

	    And on her dulcimer she play'd,
	  40

	  Singing of Mount Abora.
	 

	  Could I revive within me,
	 

	  Her symphony and song,
	 

	To such a deep delight 'twould win me,
	 

	That with music loud and long,
	  45

	I would build that dome in air,
	 

	That sunny dome! those caves of ice!
	 

	And all who heard should see them there,
	 

	And all should cry, Beware! Beware!
	 

	His flashing eyes, his floating hair!
	  50

	Weave a circle round him thrice,
	 

	  And close your eyes with holy dread,
	 

	  For he on honey-dew hath fed,
	 

	And drunk the milk of Paradise.
	


	Alfred Tennyson, Lord Tennyson. 1809–1892

	  

	The Lady of Shalott

	  


	PART I



ON either side the river lie
	 

	Long fields of barley and of rye,
	 

	That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
	 

	And thro' the field the road runs by
	 

	          To many-tower'd Camelot;
	         5

	And up and down the people go,
	 

	Gazing where the lilies blow
	 

	Round an island there below,
	 

	          The island of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
	  10

	Little breezes dusk and shiver
	 

	Thro' the wave that runs for ever
	 

	By the island in the river
	 

	          Flowing down to Camelot.
	 

	Four gray walls, and four gray towers,
	  15

	Overlook a space of flowers,
	 

	And the silent isle imbowers
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	By the margin, willow-veil'd,
	 

	Slide the heavy barges trail'd
	  20

	By slow horses; and unhail'd
	 

	The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd
	 

	          Skimming down to Camelot:
	 

	But who hath seen her wave her hand?
	 

	Or at the casement seen her stand?
	  25

	Or is she known in all the land,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott?
	 

	 
	

	Only reapers, reaping early
	 

	In among the bearded barley,
	 

	Hear a song that echoes cheerly
	  30

	From the river winding clearly,
	 

	          Down to tower'd Camelot:
	 

	And by the moon the reaper weary,
	 

	Piling sheaves in uplands airy,
	 

	Listening, whispers ''Tis the fairy
	  35

	          Lady of Shalott.'
	 

	 
	

	PART II



There she weaves by night and day
	 

	A magic web with colours gay.
	 

	She has heard a whisper say,
	 

	A curse is on her if she stay
	  40

	          To look down to Camelot.
	 

	She knows not what the curse may be,
	 

	And so she weaveth steadily,
	 

	And little other care hath she,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	  45

	 
	

	And moving thro' a mirror clear
	 

	That hangs before her all the year,
	 

	Shadows of the world appear.
	 

	There she sees the highway near
	 

	          Winding down to Camelot:
	  50

	There the river eddy whirls,
	 

	And there the surly village-churls,
	 

	And the red cloaks of market girls,
	 

	          Pass onward from Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
	  55

	An abbot on an ambling pad,
	 

	Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
	 

	Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
	 

	          Goes by to tower'd Camelot;
	 

	And sometimes thro' the mirror blue
	  60

	The knights come riding two and two:
	 

	She hath no loyal knight and true,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	But in her web she still delights
	 

	To weave the mirror's magic sights,
	  65

	For often thro' the silent nights
	 

	A funeral, with plumes and lights,
	 

	          And music, went to Camelot:
	 

	Or when the moon was overhead,
	 

	Came two young lovers lately wed;
	  70

	'I am half sick of shadows,' said
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	PART III



A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
	 

	He rode between the barley-sheaves,
	 

	The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,
	  75

	And flamed upon the brazen greaves
	 

	          Of bold Sir Lancelot.
	 

	A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd
	 

	To a lady in his shield,
	 

	That sparkled on the yellow field,
	  80

	          Beside remote Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
	 

	Like to some branch of stars we see
	 

	Hung in the golden Galaxy.
	 

	The bridle bells rang merrily
	  85

	          As he rode down to Camelot:
	 

	And from his blazon'd baldric slung
	 

	A mighty silver bugle hung,
	 

	And as he rode his armour rung,
	 

	          Beside remote Shalott.
	  90

	 
	

	All in the blue unclouded weather
	 

	Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,
	 

	The helmet and the helmet-feather
	 

	Burn'd like one burning flame together,
	 

	          As he rode down to Camelot.
	  95

	As often thro' the purple night,
	 

	Below the starry clusters bright,
	 

	Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
	 

	          Moves over still Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
	 100

	On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;
	 

	From underneath his helmet flow'd
	 

	His coal-black curls as on he rode,
	 

	          As he rode down to Camelot.
	 

	From the bank and from the river
	 105

	He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
	 

	'Tirra lirra,' by the river
	 

	          Sang Sir Lancelot.
	 

	 
	

	She left the web, she left the loom,
	 

	She made three paces thro' the room,
	 110

	She saw the water-lily bloom,
	 

	She saw the helmet and the plume,
	 

	          She look'd down to Camelot.
	 

	Out flew the web and floated wide;
	 

	The mirror crack'd from side to side;
	 115

	'The curse is come upon me!' cried
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	PART IV



In the stormy east-wind straining,
	 

	The pale yellow woods were waning,
	 

	The broad stream in his banks complaining,
	 120

	Heavily the low sky raining
	 

	          Over tower'd Camelot;
	 

	 
	

	Down she came and found a boat
	 

	Beneath a willow left afloat,
	 

	And round about the prow she wrote
	 125

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	And down the river's dim expanse—
	 

	Like some bold seer in a trance,
	 

	Seeing all his own mischance—
	 

	With a glassy countenance
	 130

	          Did she look to Camelot.
	 

	And at the closing of the day
	 

	She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
	 

	The broad stream bore her far away,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 135

	 
	

	Lying, robed in snowy white
	 

	That loosely flew to left and right—
	 

	The leaves upon her falling light—
	 

	Thro' the noises of the night
	 

	          She floated down to Camelot:
	 140

	And as the boat-head wound along
	 

	The willowy hills and fields among,
	 

	They heard her singing her last song,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
	 145

	Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
	 

	Till her blood was frozen slowly,
	 

	And her eyes were darken'd wholly,
	 

	          Turn'd to tower'd Camelot;
	 

	For ere she reach'd upon the tide
	 150

	The first house by the water-side,
	 

	Singing in her song she died,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Under tower and balcony,
	 

	By garden-wall and gallery,
	 155

	A gleaming shape she floated by,
	 

	Dead-pale between the houses high,
	 

	          Silent into Camelot.
	 

	Out upon the wharfs they came,
	 

	Knight and burgher, lord and dame,
	 160

	And round the prow they read her name,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Who is this? and what is here?
	 

	And in the lighted palace near
	 

	Died the sound of royal cheer;
	 165

	And they cross'd themselves for fear,
	 

	          All the knights at Camelot:
	 

	But Lancelot mused a little space;
	 

	He said, 'She has a lovely face;
	 

	God in His mercy lend her grace,
	 170

	          The Lady of Shalott.'
	 


	 


	Dover Beach

	 

	Matthew Arnold (1822–88)


	 


	THE SEA is calm to-night.

	
	The tide is full, the moon lies fair

	
	Upon the straits;—on the French coast the light

	
	Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,

	
	Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.

	        5

	Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!

	
	Only, from the long line of spray

	
	Where the sea meets the moon-blanch’d sand,

	
	Listen! You hear the grating roar

	
	Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,

	        10

	At their return, up the high strand,

	
	Begin, and cease, and then again begin,

	
	With tremulous cadence slow, and bring

	
	The eternal note of sadness in.

	
	 

	
	Sophocles long ago

	        15

	Heard it on the Ægæan, and it brought

	
	Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow

	
	Of human misery; we

	
	Find also in the sound a thought,

	
	Hearing it by this distant northern sea.

	        20

	 

	
	The sea of faith

	
	Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore

	
	Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d.

	
	But now I only hear

	
	Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,

	        25

	Retreating, to the breath

	
	Of the night-winds, down the vast edges drear

	
	And naked shingles of the world.

	
	 

	
	Ah, love, let us be true

	
	To one another! for the world, which seems

	        30

	To lie before us like a land of dreams,

	
	So various, so beautiful, so new,

	
	Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

	
	Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

	
	And we are here as on a darkling plain

	        35

	Swept with confus’d alarms of struggle and flight,

	
	Where ignorant armies clash by night.

	
	 

	

	


	Samuel Taylor Coleridge. 1772–1834

	  

	549. The Rime of the Ancient Mariner

	  


	PART I

	An ancient Mariner meeteth three gallants bidden to a wedding feast, and detaineth one.
	 IT is an ancient Mariner,
	 

	
	 And he stoppeth one of three.
	 

	
	 'By thy long beard and glittering eye,
	 

	
	 Now wherefore stopp'st thou me?
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 The Bridegroom's doors are opened wide,
	         5

	
	 And I am next of kin;
	 

	
	 The guests are met, the feast is set:
	 

	
	 May'st hear the merry din.'
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 He holds him with his skinny hand,
	 

	
	 'There was a ship,' quoth he.
	  10

	
	 'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!'
	 

	
	 Eftsoons his hand dropt he.
	 

	
	 
	

	The Wedding-Guest is spell-bound by the eye of the old seafaring man, and constrained to hear his tale.
	 He holds him with his glittering eye—
	 

	
	 The Wedding-Guest stood still,
	 

	
	 And listens like a three years' child:
	  15

	
	 The Mariner hath his will.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone:
	 

	
	 He cannot choose but hear;
	 

	
	 And thus spake on that ancient man,
	 

	
	 The bright-eyed Mariner.
	  20

	
	 
	

	
	 'The ship was cheer'd, the harbour clear'd,
	 

	
	 Merrily did we drop
	 

	
	 Below the kirk, below the hill,
	 

	
	 Below the lighthouse top.
	 

	
	 
	

	The Mariner tells how the ship sailed southward with a good wind and fair weather, till it reached the Line.
	 The Sun came up upon the left,
	  25

	
	 Out of the sea came he!
	 

	
	 And he shone bright, and on the right
	 

	
	 Went down into the sea.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 Higher and higher every day,
	 

	
	 Till over the mast at noon——'
	  30

	
	 The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast,
	 

	
	 For he heard the loud bassoon.
	 

	
	 
	

	The Wedding-Guest heareth the bridal music; but the Mariner continueth his tale.
	 The bride hath paced into the hall,
	 

	
	 Red as a rose is she;
	 

	
	 Nodding their heads before her goes
	  35

	
	 The merry minstrelsy.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast,
	 

	
	 Yet he cannot choose but hear;
	 

	
	 And thus spake on that ancient man,
	 

	
	 The bright-eyed Mariner.
	  40

	
	 
	

	The ship drawn by a storm toward the South Pole.
	 'And now the Storm-blast came, and he
	 

	
	 Was tyrannous and strong:
	 

	
	 He struck with his o'ertaking wings,
	 

	
	 And chased us south along.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 With sloping masts and dipping prow,
	  45

	
	 As who pursued with yell and blow
	 

	
	 Still treads the shadow of his foe,
	 

	
	 And forward bends his head,
	 

	
	 The ship drove fast, loud roar'd the blast,
	 

	
	 The southward aye we fled.
	  50

	
	 
	

	
	 And now there came both mist and snow,
	 

	
	 And it grew wondrous cold:
	 

	
	 And ice, mast-high, came floating by,
	 

	
	 As green as emerald.
	 

	 
	
	

	The land of ice, and of fearful sounds, where no living thing was to be seen.
	 And through the drifts the snowy clifts
	  55

	
	 Did send a dismal sheen:
	 

	
	 Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—
	 

	
	 The ice was all between.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 The ice was here, the ice was there,
	 

	
	 The ice was all around:
	  60

	
	 It crack'd and growl'd, and roar'd and howl'd,
	 

	
	 Like noises in a swound!
	 

	
	 
	

	Till a great sea-bird, called the Albatross, came through the snow-fog, and was received with great joy and hospitality.
	 At length did cross an Albatross,
	 

	
	 Thorough the fog it came;
	 

	
	 As if it had been a Christian soul,
	  65

	
	 We hail'd it in God's name.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 It ate the food it ne'er had eat,
	 

	
	 And round and round it flew.
	 

	
	 The ice did split with a thunder-fit;
	 

	
	 The helmsman steer'd us through!
	  70

	
	 
	

	And lo! the Albatross proveth a bird of good omen, and followeth the ship as it returned northward through fog and floating ice.
	 And a good south wind sprung up behind;
	 

	
	 The Albatross did follow,
	 

	
	 And every day, for food or play,
	 

	
	 Came to the mariners' hollo!
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud,
	  75

	
	 It perch'd for vespers nine;
	 

	
	 Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white,
	 

	
	 Glimmer'd the white moonshine.'
	 

	
	 
	

	The ancient Mariner inhospitably killeth the pious bird of good omen.
	 'God save thee, ancient Mariner!
	 

	
	 From the fiends, that plague thee thus!—
	  80

	
	 Why look'st thou so?'—'With my crossbow
	 

	
	 I shot the Albatross.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	PART II
	

	
	 'The Sun now rose upon the right:
	 

	
	 Out of the sea came he,
	 

	
	 Still hid in mist, and on the left
	  85

	
	 Went down into the sea.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 And the good south wind still blew behind,
	 

	
	 But no sweet bird did follow,
	 

	
	 Nor any day for food or play
	 

	
	 Came to the mariners' hollo!
	  90

	
	 
	

	His shipmates cry out against the ancient Mariner for killing the bird of good luck.
	 And I had done an hellish thing,
	 

	
	 And it would work 'em woe:
	 

	
	 For all averr'd, I had kill'd the bird
	 

	
	 That made the breeze to blow.
	 

	
	 Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay,
	  95

	
	 That made the breeze to blow!
	 

	
	 
	

	But when the fog cleared off, they justify the same, and thus make themselves accomplices in the crime.
	 Nor dim nor red, like God's own head,
	 

	
	 The glorious Sun uprist:
	 

	
	 Then all averr'd, I had kill'd the bird
	 

	
	 That brought the fog and mist.
	 100

	
	 'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay,
	 

	
	 That bring the fog and mist.
	 

	
	 
	

	The fair breeze continues; the ship enters the Pacific Ocean, and sails northward, even till it reaches the Line.
	 The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew,
	 

	
	 The furrow follow'd free;
	 

	
	 We were the first that ever burst
	 105

	
	 Into that silent sea.
	 

	
	 
	

	The ship hath been suddenly becalmed.
	 Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down,
	 

	
	 'Twas sad as sad could be;
	 

	
	 And we did speak only to break
	 

	
	 The silence of the sea!
	 110

	
	 
	

	
	 All in a hot and copper sky,
	 

	
	 The bloody Sun, at noon,
	 

	
	 Right up above the mast did stand,
	 

	
	 No bigger than the Moon.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 Day after day, day after day,
	 115

	
	 We stuck, nor breath nor motion;
	 

	
	 As idle as a painted ship
	 

	
	 Upon a painted ocean.
	 

	
	 
	

	And the Albatross begins to be avenged.
	 Water, water, everywhere,
	 

	
	 And all the boards did shrink;
	 120

	
	 Water, water, everywhere,
	 

	
	 Nor any drop to drink.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 The very deep did rot: O Christ!
	 

	
	 That ever this should be!
	 

	
	 Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs
	 125

	
	 Upon the slimy sea.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 About, about, in reel and rout
	 

	
	 The death-fires danced at night;
	 

	
	 The water, like a witch's oils,
	 

	
	 Burnt green, and blue, and white.
	 130

	
	 
	

	A Spirit had followed them; one of the invisible inhabitants of this planet, neither departed souls nor angels; concerning whom the learned Jew, Josephus, and the Platonic Constantinopolitan, Michael Psellus, may be consulted. They are very numerous, and there is no climate or element without one or more.
	 And some in dreams assuréd were
	 

	
	 Of the Spirit that plagued us so;
	 

	
	 Nine fathom deep he had followed us
	 

	
	 From the land of mist and snow.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 And every tongue, through utter drought,
	 135

	
	 Was wither'd at the root;
	 

	
	 We could not speak, no more than if
	 

	
	 We had been choked with soot.
	 

	
	 
	

	The shipmates in their sore distress, would fain throw the whole guilt on the ancient Mariner: in sign whereof they hang the dead sea-bird round his neck.
	 Ah! well a-day! what evil looks
	 

	
	 Had I from old and young!
	 140

	
	 Instead of the cross, the Albatross
	 

	
	 About my neck was hung.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	PART III
	

	
	 'There passed a weary time. Each throat
	 

	
	 Was parch'd, and glazed each eye.
	 

	
	 A weary time! a weary time!
	 145

	
	 How glazed each weary eye!
	 

	The ancient Mariner beholdeth a sign in the element afar off.
	 When looking westward, I beheld
	 

	
	 A something in the sky.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 At first it seem'd a little speck,
	 

	
	 And then it seem'd a mist;
	 150

	
	 It moved and moved, and took at last
	 

	
	 A certain shape, I wist.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist!
	 

	
	 And still it near'd and near'd:
	 

	
	 As if it dodged a water-sprite,
	 155

	
	 It plunged, and tack'd, and veer'd.
	 

	
	 
	

	At its nearer approach, it seemeth him to be a ship; and at a dear ransom he freeth his speech from the bonds of thirst.
	 With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
	 

	
	 We could nor laugh nor wail;
	 

	
	 Through utter drought all dumb we stood!
	 

	
	 I bit my arm, I suck'd the blood,
	 160

	
	 And cried, A sail! a sail!
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 With throats unslaked, with black lips baked,
	 

	
	 Agape they heard me call:
	 

	A flash of joy;
	 Gramercy! they for joy did grin,
	 

	
	 And all at once their breath drew in,
	 165

	
	 As they were drinking all.
	 

	
	 
	

	And horror follows. For can it be a ship that comes onward without wind or tide?
	 See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more!
	 

	
	 Hither to work us weal—
	 

	
	 Without a breeze, without a tide,
	 

	
	 She steadies with upright keel!
	 170

	
	 
	

	
	 The western wave was all aflame,
	 

	
	 The day was wellnigh done!
	 

	
	 Almost upon the western wave
	 

	
	 Rested the broad, bright Sun;
	 

	
	 When that strange shape drove suddenly
	 175

	
	 Betwixt us and the Sun.
	 

	
	 
	

	It seemeth him but the skeleton of a ship.
	 And straight the Sun was fleck'd with bars
	 

	
	 (Heaven's Mother send us grace!),
	 

	
	 As if through a dungeon-grate he peer'd
	 

	
	 With broad and burning face.
	 180

	
	 
	

	
	 Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)
	 

	
	 How fast she nears and nears!
	 

	
	 Are those her sails that glance in the Sun,
	 

	
	 Like restless gossameres?
	 

	
	 
	

	And its ribs are seen as bars on the face of the setting Sun. The Spectre-Woman and her Death-mate, and no other on board the skeleton ship. Like vessel, like crew!
	 Are those her ribs through which the Sun
	 185

	
	 Did peer, as through a grate?
	 

	
	 And is that Woman all her crew?
	 

	
	 Is that a Death? and are there two?
	 

	
	 Is Death that Woman's mate?
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 Her lips were red, her looks were free,
	 190

	
	 Her locks were yellow as gold:
	 

	
	 Her skin was as white as leprosy,
	 

	
	 The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she,
	 

	
	 Who thicks man's blood with cold.
	 

	
	 
	

	Death and Life-in-Death have diced for the ship's crew, and she (the latter) winneth the ancient Mariner.
	 The naked hulk alongside came,
	 195

	
	 And the twain were casting dice;
	 

	
	 "The game is done! I've won! I've won!"
	 

	
	 Quoth she, and whistles thrice.
	 

	
	 
	

	No twilight within the courts of the Sun.
	 The Sun's rim dips; the stars rush out:
	 200

	
	 At one stride comes the dark;
	 

	
	 With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,
	 

	
	 Off shot the spectre-bark.
	 

	
	 
	

	
	 We listen'd and look'd sideways up!
	 

	
	 Fear at my heart, as at a cup,
	 205

	
	 My life-blood seem'd to sip!
	 

	
	 The stars were dim, and thick the night,
	 

	
	 The steersman's face by his lamp gleam'd white;
	 

	
	 From the sails the dew did drip—
	 

	At the rising of the Moon,
	 Till clomb above the eastern bar
	 210

	
	 The hornéd Moon, with one bright star
	 

	
	 Within the nether tip.
	 

	
	 
	

	One after another,
	 One after one, by the star-dogg'd Moon,
	 

	
	 Too quick for groan or sigh,
	 

	
	 Each turn'd his face with a ghastly pang,
	 215

	
	 And cursed me with his eye.
	 

	
	 
	

	His shipmates drop down dead.
	 Four times fifty living men
	 

	
	 (And I heard nor sigh nor groan),
	 

	
	 With heavy thump, a lifeless lump,
	 

	
	 They dropp'd down one by one.
	 220

	
	 
	

	But Life-in-Death begins her work on the ancient Mariner.
	 The souls did from their bodies fly—
	 

	
	 They fled to bliss or woe!
	 

	
	 And every soul, it pass'd me by
	 

	
	 Like the whizz of my crossbow!'
	 

	
	 
	


